104             THE STORY OF THE  MOORS.    [CHAP. xn.

" Still less."

l( A hundred ? or fifty at least ?"

" I do not know," replied Gamry, " if there be more
than three."

A nakib, or captain of the Berber guards, had ad-
vanced to break a lance with him ; but the Christian
scarcely moved in his saddle, drove his weapon right
through the body of the Berber, and, withdrawing it
drove the horse with the bloody lance to the Chris-
tian army, while loud shouts welcomed the victor.
Another officer rode from the Arab ranks, and, warned
by this fatal experience, avoided the Castilian's deadly
lance, and came close enough to grapple with him,
hoping to pull him from his horse ; but the Christian,
grasping a great mace, studded with iron spikes, which
hung at his saddle-bow, dashed out the Arab's brains,
and sent his body rolling on that of the Berber, while
triumphant cries broke out from the Spaniards and
while the Moslem army kept a mournful silence.

Al Mansour again called Mtishafa. " Canst thoti
be right," he said ; " are there not three men in my
army who can meet that infidel ? Go and kill him,
Mushafa, or I must either send my son or go myself,
for I cannot suffer this shame nor this ill-omen."

Mushafa waited no longer. The Christian had
changed his horse, and was in front of the Arab ranks.
"Who art thou?" he cried. "Howartthou distin-
guished among the noble Moors ?"

Mushafa flourished his lance, saying : " Here is my
parentage ; this is my nobility! "

Wheeling round the heavy Castilian with his rapid
Arab steed, baiting him like a mastiff besetting a
wild boar, Mushafa at length pierced him at the